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interested financially in a gold property in the Kougarock country,
not far from Teller, Alaska, north of Nome. It was a hydraulic pro-
position on which the company was to start development in the
spring, and Grant thought he might work me in on that job, if I
cared to go.
I did care to go. Grant then introduced me to Andrew J. Stone,
who had been engaged as general manager of the Kougarock Mine,
and he hired me as assistant to Chief Engineer Jim Kelly. This was
the same Andrew J. Stone after whom are named the black big-
horn sheep of the Cassiar Mountains in British Columbia. I went
back to the coal galleries in a happier frame of mind. The West
had called me again.
In April I joined Mr. Stone, Jim Kelly, and other members of
the development party in Seattle, and we all went north together on
the s.s. Victoria. Incidentally, it was to be this same old Victoria
that, twenty-one years later, was to bring Amundsen, Nobile, and
myself down from Alaska after we had completed our trans-polar
flight in the dirigible airship Norge.
We found Nome still the Nome of the great gold-rush. All the
famous figures of Alaskan story were still there—Davidson; Lane;
Lindbergh, the pioneer gold-miner of Alaska. Wyatt Earp, for
whose stalwart courage I was later to build up such admiration,
had been there the year before. I acquired a souvenir of a type
dear to my collecting spirit. In the annals of Skagway the most
famous duel was the gun-battle fought between Reed, the claim
surveyor, and Soapy Smith. Smith was shot dead, and Reed died
next day. In Nome I bought Reed's old transit and used it all that
summer at Kougarock.
Storage eggs, guaranteed fresh in February, were a dollar apiece
in Nome on June i, the date of our arrival, and other prices were
in proportion. All of Nome's streets were planked, and the wooden
sidewalks were raised up on posts out of the mud. In front of the
Golden Gate Hotel, where we stopped, you had to watch your step,
for there was a loose board that flipped up if you trod on the end
of it. Gambling-houses were wide open, and the stakes were terrific.
Miners tossed their entire fortunes on the tables.
Raw gold—dust and nuggets—was the universal medium of ex-
change. Wherever anything was dispensed commercially, from hotel

